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Under a pine, when summer days were deep,
We loved the most to lie in love or sleep :
And when in long hexameters the west
Rolled his grey surge, the forest for his lyre,
It was the pines that sang us to our rest,
Loud in the wind and fragrant in the fire,
With legioned voices swelling all night long.
From Pelion to Provence, their storm of song.

It was the pines that fanned us in the heat,

The pines, that cheered us in the time of sleet,       10

For which sweet gifts I set one dryad free ;

No longer to the wind a rooted foe,

This nymph shall wander where she longs to be

And with the blue north wind arise and go,

A silver huntress with the moon to run

And fly through rainbows with the rising sun ;

And when to pasture in the glittering shoals

The guardian mistral drives his thundering foals,

And when like Tartar horsemen racing free

We ride the snorting fillies of the sea,                      20

My pine shall be the archer of the gale

While on the bending willow curves the sail

From whose great bow the long keel shooting home

Shall fly, the feathered arrow of the foam.

ROY CAMPBELL

A CAPTAIN COME TO PORT

A CAPTAIN come to port, a dream-sick man
With far horizons staring from his eyes.
Week-long his ship had been, wherever she ran,
Caught in a stubborn bubble of the skies.
Only his spirit had found land o9 nights
Beyond the low-hung stars at the last rim.          30